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Guys, we've got a case to solve. 
Stop standing around shooting 
the bull! 

--,— 

Cheez, don't say that 
around a bunch of cows. 

7 / 

l m sure these 
photos 1 took of the 
UFOs flying over the 
farmhouse will 
interest you, Agent 

Are these 
recent 
photos? r 

1 took 'em 
over eight 
years ago! 

^ . 

Wow! Talk about 
slow processing! 


am 


&rn****** 


These cows have 
had their udders 
removed 
mysteriously. 


How can you milk cows 
without udders? 


Who milks 'em? The 
government pays us for not 
producing any milk. 


ISP"! 




m 


' ! [XT , 

smart 


That's udderly 
despicable. 
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We've been seeing glow¬ 
ing, flying discs about the 
size of a house hovering 
over our cow pastures. 
--- n 

We must look for a logical 
explanation. Do any of your 
neighbors own a 300 foot long 
frisbee? 





What makes you think they 
aren't natural markings? 


Moldy, the troopers claim that the 
flying saucers left some bizarre 
markings that can only be seen 
from the air. 


Other than the flying 
saucer sightings and 
cattle mutilations, 
have you noticed 


Well, the other day 
I went out to get 
my mail at noon 

anything else out of II and I saw a man 


the ordinary? 


a dark trenchcoat 
and sunglasses 
watching me. 



> / or) X 


' m* iV\ 





Mmmm... they left the best parts 
behind! Try this steak... it's 
mouthwatering! 


Scummy, you've been exam¬ 
ining one of the mutilated 
cows. What have you found? 







Timmy, I know that 


You mean your 
mommy got a 
job at Planet 
Hollywood? 


He's not bad. Look, he really 
captured your eyes... and your 
pasty complexion. 


My dad told 
me that she 
went to 
work among 
the stars 


you’re eight years old 
now... but can you 
remember what 
happened to your 


:erviewing 


No... planet 
Vulcan! 


morning. 


mommy 


was 


Boy, this case is getting 
stranger by the minute. 
I don't know where to 
look next. I wish some¬ 
body would just come 
out of nowhere with a 
vital clue for me. 


mi i 

: 

\ mm 



■ w . i'll 

It a ■ 


There's something 1 
strange about that kid. 
He claims he's seen 
"Aliens” over two 
hundred times. 

So he’s a 
sci-fi movie 
buff. Big 

Not the 
movie, rea 

aliens! 


\ 

Uh- 

oh... 

mS. ^ 

deal! 

t— s—\r 


— i — \ 

















It shows where 
Mrs. Brown is 
supposed to be 


Moldy! Farmer Brown is on 
the radio. Timmy is being 
abducted by a flying saucer. 


Wouldn't it be just our luck! The only 
bridge has just been destroyed by the 
Loch Ness Monster We’il have to take 
the long way now! 


Something woke me up in the middle of the night and led me to this 
flying saucer. Hmm. Daddy warned me never to get into a stranger's 
car but he never said anything about a stranger's spaceship. 
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My God! When you told me you 
were an alien, I thought you 
meant you were from Mexico! 


What's so strange about 


Hey, dad! i his is mom. She 
wants to take me back to 
her solar system! 


my son being abducted 
by a flying saucer? 


Hmm. Honey, let me help 
you get his things packed 
|into your saucer! Have a nice 
_trip, son! 


Naw! I did it! I used the cow udders to make 
these great beanies! See? Wanna check out 
what I made out of some pig snouts? 


Days later... | v-^ 

f Welcome to Court-TV. Today we have a 
historic custody battle between Farmer 
Brown and an alien from the Quasar 
7 Nebula! Neither parent wants custody 
J of eight year old Timmy, a boy known 
to make gross toys from farm 
animal body parts... 


That still doesn't clear up 
who the mysterious man 
with the glasses was. 


That was me. Hey, if J. Edgar Hoover 
could dress up like a woman, why 
can't I dross up iike a man? 


Whoever gets the brat 
on weekends is in for 

one hell of a commute! 


























s/-(0 SAYS’ SHE ' r 
IP&ITiF ytMe ONE TWAT 

p net? | 


aren't yo a going 
-fa &IV£ M£ A/O 
AAlSSiUET/c First? 













HOW HIGH THE LAUGHS SECTION 


What's the name 
of the movie, deor? 


No smoking; fasten 
your seat belts... 
Oops! Wrong title! 


How about 
your phone 
number? 


Today, millions of people are enjoying the thrills of airplane travel. Jetting across the country or an 
ocean is now taken with a grain of salt... What with astronauts going to the Moon, we at CRACKED 
now would like to show you what it's going to be like in a few years when they initiate com¬ 
mercial flights to the Moon and other planets...So come aboard with us as we hum our favorite 
song... 


Buying your tickets for the Moon will be dif¬ 
ferent than for conventional trips... 


Same with the packing of your suitcases for 
the flight... 

Why are you taking so many 
space helmets with you, Helen? 

We're only going to be on 
the Moon for two weeks! 


Sir, before we can sell you a 
ticket, well need a little more information! 
What's the purpose of your trip? 


Business! I import cheese! 


I know, Milt, but I wouldn't 
be caught dead wearing the 
same hat twice up there! 


Have you ever been a member 
of the Flash Gordon Fan Club? 


No, but I once knew a card- 
carrying member of the Buck 
Rogers Sky Patrol! 


What size space 
suit do you take? 


38 long! I want to fly first class, so 
give me one with two pairs of pants! 


L v 

—--—,—.—~—— i — 

How fast do you think 
we're going, Ted? 


, ,-£- 1 - 












Seating arrangements on the plane will be 
slightly different... 


On your return, going through customs will 
be like this... 


Mr. Fenster will take the 
aisle seat, Mr. Carterson! 


Do you have anything to declare, sir? 


This is my second 
trip to the Moon! 

Great place to 
visit but I wouldn't 
want to live there! 


Only a fifth of whiskey or as we say, 
real moonshine, and an oil painting of 
that cow who jumped over the Moon . 


The hijacking of planes to Cuba will be a 
thing of the past... 


Pointing out famous landmarks while in 

fIigjit wl|^ something like th|s^ ^ ^ 

On the left, you will see the first Howard 
Johnson Restaurant landing platform... On 
the right, the Kate Smith Memorial... Now 
we're passing by the oldest space toll booth. 


Change your course! We're going to 
Saturn! Long live Fidel Meteor!! 


Do you know Saturn spelled 
backwards means Natures 9 


Welcome aboard Fliaht 703. Since we will be flv- 

i i 

ing for so many days, we have arranged for your 
eniovment 38 full-lenath motion nirturro 97 rnr- 

V 

What would you like for lunch, sir? 

—j 

toons and 19 newsreels. Also, Co-Captain Bemmer 
will read you "War and Peace" and the complete 
works of William Shakespeare during the second 

I part of the flight... 

5 

The steak pill, medium done... 
Corn on the cob powder and the 
strawberry shortcake cube! 

. \n 















For over 30 years, us Earth folk *ve been radialing 
television beams from our planet, non-stop! But what 
happens to them TV rays? Don’t expect CRACKED to leave 
any question unanswered! As the broadcast signals shoot 
into space, they get all jumbled up with all the other 
signals out there—and the outcome is kinda /unify// On 
the planet KRAKT V, a resident by the name of Fred 
Silverblrg monitors the results and then syndicates 'em to 
his galaxy’s networks! Let’s tune in on Fred at an Outer 
Space Broadcaster's Convention , where he’s trying to sell 
some network biggies his new fall line-up of not-so»«* 


Script by: Gene Perone and Mort Todd — Art by: John Severin 


You mean those 
frightful Smurfs? 


That horror show was 
scarier than his other 
success last season— 
the Smurfs!! 


That Fred Silverblrg 
sure can come up 
with them hit TV 
shows! 


His last show, “/, 
Human” was a 
super- 
mega-hit!! 


Brrrr! Those 
hideous 
monsters never 
could’ve 


No! I mean them 
repulsive humans!! 


Your attention please! 


^Fpl 
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VO WU WITH ESCftLPvTORS 


Mmmm—You 
guys should taste 


Dad/ Are 
we still 
lost? I’m 
getting real 
hungry!! 


Seriously though, T too am sick of 
this sugary repast! Enough I say! 
On the next planet we come to— 
we shall land , and in our quest 
for food, use force/—force down 
a couple burgers at a local 
McDonald’s that is! 


Shut up Rudey! 
We still have 
plenty of Jell-y 
Chocolate 
pudding, and 
gallons of Coke to 
wash it down with! 


YEECCHV 


We’ll land if we 
wanna! There’s that 
little runt down 
_ there! _ 


Or burgers! I’ll 
even eat sirs/?// 


He may be small —but 
he doesn’t scare me!! 


DAAAAD! 

We gotta get 
some pizzas! 


Is he a sawed-off chump like you? HAH! Call ’im! 
Go ’head! I got protection with my lazerblastin’ 
razzin 1 frazzin’ hojammin’ ray gun! Oh yeah!! 


YECCCHU 

Let’s get off this 
planet, quick!! 


mmp 






Mr 






































I know!! Our last hope 
is with the Professorf 
Where’s the 
Professor? Where he? 
Huh? Where? 


Skipper! Skipper! The 
mad scientist that 
changed us has finally 
captured Ginger and 
he’s going to turn her 
into something 
horrendous!! 


—er—-Sorry! I see that 
the graphic realism of 
the humans has upset 
some of you! Perhaps 
the following will be 
more to your liking—!! 


Imagine going out on a 
three hour tour and 
ending up as an inter¬ 
species genetic 
engineering 
experiment! That’s how 
life is on—GILLIGAN’S 
ISLAND OF LOST 
SOULS! 


OIIIIINK!! You just 
smushed him 
under your (oink) 
sneaker, you 
monkey-brained 
IDIOT!! 


Mr. Howell 
was turned ' 
into a near¬ 
sighted 
mole and 
borrowed 
away from 
here! OINK!! 


Oink! Except 
for Ginger, 
you and I are 
the only ones 
left, little 
buddy! 


ErpU I forgot the mad Dr. 
Tofutti turned the Professor 
into a bookworm!! 


Yeah! Mrs. 
Howell got 
turned into a 
poodle and 
without a 
manicurist, 
she cracked 


H-He’s ch-changed G- 
Ginger into—cnoke- 

CYNDI LAUPERU 


Here— this is what you came to 
see, isn’t it? This is what 
happened to your precious 
_ Ginger! _ 


TTofutti—you’re 
(oink) 
inhuman!! 











































I don’t get it! 

What were they 
complaining 
about? She 
looked better 
after the 
operation! 


Yeah, that Cyndi Lauper 
was kinda cute— consideri 
she was a human!! 


How 

about- 


We gotta git our man 
and there he is!! 


...Then the 
post-production 
expenditure 
went wacko/ 


We got yur man! Now kin I git the 


That type of 
intellectual 
humor always 
goes over my 
head! 


autygraph of Cftei 
Granny 


lighter?— say 
a musical? 
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Note to the CRACKED Reader: It is too bad 
that you can’t hear the groovy and very 
contemporary music used in MAYBERRY VICE!! 


Floyd, you’ve been 
letting people play 
checkers in this dump. 


We all know checkers leads 
to bingo Floyd! Bingo Is 
gambling! Gambling is...a 
VICE Floyd!! 


Yes—yes// They are the filth 
that stole my returnable 
bottles yesterday I! 


This stinks Barn^— 
even the 

background music is 
getting scary!— well, 
it’s always kinda 
_scary!_ 


T’ain’t no one about 
Andy! The whole place 
is deserted/ Is this 
some kinda set-up? 


I wish they’d turn that background music down!! 


Git those 
stills runnin’! 


Open up the 
dance hall! 


Ha Ha!! 
That last 
one was 
more of 
musical 
comedy!! 


And turn off that 
@#$%** creepy 
background 
music!! 






'W$r< 


There ain't no vice in 

Let’s get this crate over to 

Mayberry—and we’re 

Mayberry High! My stoolie, 

gonna keep it that 

Opie, told me somethin’s 

way! 

going down! 
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ANDROIDS - HUGE LIZARDS 



ANDROIDS 



WANT LIGHT HOUSEKEEPING AND 
ROUTINE CHORES DONE PROFESSIONALLY? 


ENGLISH NANNY-TYPE DROID 
AVAILABLE WITH COMPANION R2D2 
UNIT TO NAG. R2 UNIT GREAT FOR 
STORING SECRET HOLOGRAM 
MESSAGES! 

SELF-REPAIRING 


® 


FREE PICK-UP AND DELIVERY 

C3PO 


1-555- 



BLOBS 


DO AWAY WITH UNSIGHTLYTRASH CANSI DISPOSE OF 
YOUR WASTE WITH A QUICK PHONE CALLI WHY WASTE 
TIME RECYCLING? 

^ SOLID WASTE ® MEDICAL A INDUSTRIAL 


THE BLOB IS AN EQUAL OPPORTUNITY DISSOLVER. 

1-555-BLOB 


No, tills is not an inkblot 
test. .. nor is it some large 
insect that has been 
slammed to its gooey demise 
within your yellow pages! 
life 


COMPUTERS 



- 4—4 


/F / CAM RON AN FNT/RF 
PCCP SPACe STATION 
7NCN / CAN CCR7A/NIV 
RON TN/HCS FOR yOOJ 
HEUO 


V -1 

F NT/RF 

ON 

/Niy ^ 

VDOf T 


YOU* MAME 


m NAME is HAU 




THE HAL 9000 SUPERCOMPUTER 
WILL BE GLAD TO HELP YOU TAKE 
CONTROL OF YOUR FINANCES, 
BUSINESS, LIFE, ETC. 


DOME MAINTENANCE 

PLEASE SEE OUR AD UNDER “LOGAN’S RUN” 


DOCTORS - 

Make no bones about "Who" 
you should caU... 

[DqgGqg 3 QEEfo© 



ENGINE REPAIR 


SCOTIYDOES! 


SCOTIYDOES! 

f ItlPOSIT ATIOU §WT§ A69 

SCOTIYDOES! 


c 



CD 

<J> 

CD 

13 


Ah’ve work’d fer the most demandin’ Cap’n in 
Starfleet, an’ ah’ve given ’im ail ahVegot! 


BEAM UP SCOTTY WHEN YOUR 
STARSHIP IS IN THE MOST DIRE 
MECHANICAL SITUATIONS! 

CLANK 




^pon and receive a free lube job with every 50,000 light years 


FLIES 


CURE THE 
BULIMIC YOU 
KNOW WITH A VISIT 
FROM THE FLY! 

—"A gutty treatment 
—The A.M.A. 



ONE VISIT 
CURES ALL, 
GUARANTEED! 


FULL MOON 

BRUCE BOUNGER 


GREEN SLIME 

PLEASE SEE UNDER “LATE60’S 
CHEAP B-FILM FLOPS" OR 
"AFTER-MIDNIGHTCABLE TV" 

HUGE LIZARDS 



HE BREATHES FIRE! WRECKS 
TRAINS! STEPS ON HOUSES! 
AND HE COMES BACK YEAR 
AFTER YEARAFTERYEAR! 


go°? 




GREAT FOR 
PARTIES OR 
ENTERTAINING 
JAPANESE FOREIGN 
EXCHANGE STUDENTS 


1 - 5 SM 0 DZ 






HEALTH - ROBOTS 


INCREDIBLE HULK’S BODY 
SCULPTING y- • A 

Ti red of 

getting sand s 

kicked in your /. 

face at the : c *J 

beach? 1 prr 

Revolutionary radiation • «<*> *- I ■ JJJ" 

treatment will help you (Lk bluecrO' 

bulk up, turn green and ^ ^ 0( ’ 

speak in grunts! y ^T AKC SUPP ' 

INVISIBLE MEN 



JOURNEY TO THE CENTER 
OF THE EARTH t 


TRAVEL AGENCY 

’Trips with a flare " 

Check out our sister packages: 
Trips to the moon 
Trips to the center of the sun 



One-way fares 

our specialty 






j Trips to the cent^ofthes unj ^ VERN 

GROUP RATES 

LARGE INSECTS 

KNOW SOMEONE HAVING A PICNIC? WANT TO 
MAKE THAT SPECIAL GATHERING TRUIW 
UNFORGETTABLE? YOU MAY NEVER NEED ANOTHER 
REUNION... AFTER THIS ONE! WHAT'S AN OUTDOOR 
EVENT WITHOUT A FEW OF THESE... 


ral 


'VL 

‘Si t 


Giant "THEM" cnls 


MX i v 4 


m 


Giant gfQsshoppsr 
om "DEADLY MANTIS 



Gian! wasp from Gi 

"MONSTER FROM 
GREEN HEir 

OUR WAREHOUSE IS OVERFLOWING 
WITH OVERSIZED RADIATION-MUTATED 
MONSTERS FROM 1950's B-FILMS! 

DiAL-A-THING 

BULK RATES 


Giant spider from 
"TARANTULA" 



LANDSCAPING 

PROBLEMS WITH LAWN AND GARDEN? PLANT SOME 
OF THESE SUCKERS AND YOUR PROBLEMS ARE 
^ *». ALL BEHIND YOU! 


1-555-HUGE 

^ BLUE CROSS APPROVED 
rf AKC SUPPORTED 




«^ A\ Theso plants from space* move 

around on their o\yn - no 
' main feme* nee required! Wbi> 

D ° EES ° IMMM? jK2J- r... f of your n&igfiborftooc. 

look/ 

LOST IN SPACE 

ROB WESKE 

MANNEQUINS __ 

Life-like replicas of you, your friends and 

family! Grow them right in your own 

home! First came 'SEA MONKEYS', then „ rPw&ft 

“CH1A PETS"...now, from BODY SNATCHERS f p3pt ]/" 

INTERNATIONAL there'^POD PEOPLE! 

wiz&nu} stautyin 

Just place, let the person doze off, 
and watch the magic! 

" g %0ie -7SJtd t&z 7>r?'?sizs'n&s" 

NURSERY SCHOOLS 

Bninq youR childREN our to The "Farm" 1-555-K3S5 

wItere rhEy can ENjoy fREsh air, bluE 

skies ancJ Farm liFe wiTh tIte ot^er childREN at... /l^T || 

Chi id ren of tNe Corn Dav Care if 

" TJfe ’ ll take goofi care oj them ." ^^0 

PEST CONTROL 

IF YOU HAVE THESE 
IN YOUR HOUSE 
YOU'RE IN TROUBLE! 


1-555-mt 




1 -555-BRLD 


Wnile waiting to 
flush the little 
buggers out 


aiie*t katVfWf M&Ut 


<M Uui kuL 


GUT 
MA3 3=« 


and HAIR STYLING ( MaU ^ ,, D 

W- Modern techniques GUT 

Little mess IHl.Ai] 

NASA recommended 

"Believe it or not" uje're the best ot killing pests 

ROBOTS 

BLADE RUNNER ROBOTICS INC. 


CELEBRITY LOOKALIKE 


mm 


Choose one or both! 


S€XY 

DRRRYlHRNNRH 


OVQ 100 

w«ock 






MACHO 
RUTGER HRl> 


Both robots do everything their real-life 

mtuUNft counterparts do - even better 

SOON- (especially acting)! 

The 

AL-G ORE-BOT 

You’ll never know which is which! 


oves> ICO 
IN STOCK 


1 -555 
FAKE 




SINGERS-ZE*. 


SINGERS 

[ WfUFHMj FOR FOOD! 

Unemployed star actor of 
| sci-fi masterpiece 

"FREEJACK" 

looking to book gigs at 
high schools, colleges or 
church bazaars. 30 years 
experience in rock group 

I D Rolling Stones". 



CALL 
1-555-LIPS 

Ask for Mick 


TYRANNOSAURS 

Why bring your kids to a boring, stuffy museum to 
?e a pile of superglued bones, when 

you can own your own . * 

Tyrannosaur? jjW®* 




CALL 

1-555 

T-REX 


Your neighbors will stare in envy 
when they see Junior's new pet 
prowling the neighborhood. 
Dobermans, pit bulls, even hand¬ 
guns can’t offer the protection 
a tyrannosaur will! 

BENEFITS INCLUDE: 


t SECURITY,SAFETY 
f FREE COMPOST 
f COMPANIONSHIP 
A A11Tf A ill (?) Restricted access to 
Ml/1 ll/IVi w children and seniors 


rtf) Life insurance 
^ required 


TRIBBLES_ 

HAVE YOU GOT TRIBBLES? NO? 

WE DO!! LOTS OF’EM!! 

THOUSANDS!! EVERYWHERE!! 

YOU CAN HA VE AS MANY AS 
YOU WANT -- ALL OF ’EM - - 
FREEH WE'LL BEAM THEM TO YOU- 

PLEASE CALL!!! 

1-555-KIRK ASK FOR JIM 

UNDERGROUND HOMES 

NEED TUNNELS OR BOMB SHELTERS 
BUILT? PROBLEMS \N\TR UNDER- 
, GROUND SEWAGE AND DRAINAGE? 

CALLUS'. 




WEiDIGiCHEAP! 


The 



YES! WE DO GOLF COURSE IRRIGATION! 

1-555-DIRT 

VAMPIRES 

PLEASE SEE OUR "HORROR" PAGES 


WORLDS (FOR COLLISION) 


EXTRA PLANET FROM 50’s 
FILM "WHEN WORLDS COLLIDE 

FREE HOME DELIVERY 

Great for eclipses! 




• Visa 

• Mastercard 

• Cash 



1-555- 


PLANET 

WORMS 

-®! ant SANDWORMS FROM "DUNE" 



1-555-BATT ^ 

Great bait for those last few DEEP-SEA. WHA LES! 

X’s FROM OUTER SPACE 

CAPITALIZE ON THE "X 11 CRAZE 
INITIATED BY THE SPIKE LEE 
FILM BY OWNING A GIANT "X" 

FROM OUTER SPACE! 


1 - 555 - TOJO 



Refugee monster from 
little-seen Japanese sci-fi 
cult flick, needs good 
home. Comes complete 
with model cityscape to 
destroy. 

YETI TRACKS 

MAKE FOOTPRINTS IN YOUR BACKYARD 
.JUST LIKE TIBET’S YETI AND 
AMERICA’S BIGFOOT! 

ON€ size 

FITS MOST 



Order now and ^ ^ 

re ° of V mu?k°oii CeS I ™ your friends f Amaze authorities 

ZEN-LIKE PHILOSOPHY 

GET YOUR DAILY 
DOSE OF LOGIC 
AND THEORY FROM 
THE STARSHIP 
ENTERPRISE'S 
FIRST OFFICER! 

1 


I’m 

waiting 
to talk 
to you! 




ONLYtt AAP6RMINU 


TC 


Musi be IS 
or be a Tr-'iik: 












WrPOPUC/AAG A 00AXPAA£IV, EXFPA 
SC/EMT/F/CAL &PACEP OPT FEATPPE 



CHECK OUT M/ 
MREVIBLE 
PX//S/X BELOW 


VUH, 

m'T F0R6E 
you* FAI7HFII 
ROBOT,EEEl 


' MOW/YDV'RE THE 
GREATEST SCIENTIST X 
. IN THE M0FZ.P/ J—Z- 


se^as 


AskH 


THEM WHERE P/A 
THE BRILLIANT 
PF>. P/XX/X. 
CON\E F RDtAl 


jSiasiiE 


It' 




4^ii 


eiOJ 




WE PIsCOVEREP THAT IN 20,000,000,000 YEARS OUR 
VIANET WOULV CDLLWE WITH THE SUN, 40 WE PEC WEV TO 
LET THE FLANET'4 &PEArESr ££/£//r/£r<? SOLVE T HIS 
PROBLEM. UNFORTUNATELY, IT WAS A MP/T/PAX ANV ALL THE 
SCIENTISTS WERE OUT OF TOWN, SO IT WAS UP TO PIE/ 


mm 


liKaSS^Sissf^ 




WJFMA 




A 




J'>X yC' 

y - 'XX ; 
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V\ 


\\« 


^ -X. 




X3 


The voyagers of the new improved Star Ship Exitprize 
no longer seek out new life or go boldly w here no man has 
gone before or any of that other neat stuff ’cause they’re 
too busy talking. So adjust your earplugs as we blast off 
into outer space for a Cracked eye view of... 


\ 
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I'm Lt. Commander 
Rookcr, the Captain calls 
me Number 1, even 
though I'm second in 
command. Luckily, he's 
lousy at numbers. I'd 
hate being called 
Number 2 


I’m Guincnd, the ship's 
bartender. I mix an Oscar 
winning Mint Jupiter, but I'm 
a ghost of my former self. 
Hey! I’m 700 years old. 


I urn Jaw-Glued Discord, 
the Captain of the SS 
Exitpri/c. My mission is to 
go baldly. I mean, boldly 
Ibrth and make the Trekkies 
forget Jim Quirk. 


Logically speaking. Captain, that is 
mission impossible. Tin Mr Shmock. 
special guest star. On the original 
Hxitprize. 1 could render a person 
unconscious instantly by touching a nerve 
in his neck. It takes this politically correct 
crew an entire hour of boring dialogue to 
accomplish the same thing. 


BRIDGE 


BARNGO 


























WRITER; LOU SILVERSTONE 


ARTIST: JOHN SEVERIN 


Tin Dr. Cruncher. I’m well 
qualified lor my position as 
Chief Medical Officer Dr. 
Ruth was my great, great, 
great-grandmother. 


You don't look a day over six hundred 
but then, how would I know! I'm Lt. 
La Fudge, the ship’s Chief Engineer. 
I'm blind bin by wearing these cool 
shades I can see fuzzy shapes. 


I’m Lt. Barf and no, l don’t 
have a major zit problem. I’m 
a Klingyawn and on my planet 
teenagers have a clear 
complexion. We don’t break 
out until we're adults. 


I’m Doo Doo. I'm an 
Android, which explains 
my stiff, unemotional 
acting. The rest of the cast 
has no excuse. 


You picked the 
wrong one. 
babbeee Uh huh! 


MEANER 
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We’re picking up a 
gamma ray life form. 
Capiain! 


If you can pick up a life 
form, why can't I pick 
up chicks? 


Hey, Doc, did 
you ever make 
out with an 
Android? 


I can't help it; 
I was 

programmed to 
act like a 
normal man. 


Captain, I want to file a sexual 
harassment charge against 
Doo Doo! He's always trying 
to hit on me. 


Sir, it’s a 
spaceship. 


Hold your fire! 
It's the Domino 
Pizza Delivery 
Craft! 


It may be the 
Rummylins. Take 
evasive action, 
prepare to fire 


They're two 
cons late; 
we don't 
have to pay. 


Captain, another 
spacecraft; it’s a 
HOTAMALIAN 
ship!! 


That's sound advice! 


If you ask me, I think you 
should try talking to them. 


Shall we 
attack, 
Captain? 


Doo Doo, 
what do you 
know of the 
Hotamalians? 


Hotamalians are a spicy 
Mexican food. Eating 
them has often proved 
fatal to tourists, 
especially when ingested 
with Mexican water. 
Sorry, wrong file! 
Hotamalians are a nomad 
race. I have no other 
information in my 
memory' bank. 


No, that you even 
have a barber. 


That I take advice from the 
ship's barber? 
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Take the same action 
you always employ, 
inaction! 


Before l make a 
final decision, I 
must speak with 
an expert 
thoroughly 
versed in these 
matters. 


Not you, Shmock, I mean 
Guinerd. Anybody who has 
tended bar for 700 years 
knows practically everything. 


What’ll it be, 
Captain? A big 
dipper of your 
favorite brewski 
and a small 
dipper chaser? 


No, just some advice on 
how we should handle the 
Hotamalian ship. 


Thank 


Captain Quirk would have fired a warning phaser 
spread across their bow, to let them know we 
mean business. 


We have the 
Hotamalian 
Captain... 


This generation we take a different approach to confrontations. 

We attempt to communicate; it’s all a matter of patience and 
understanding. We must act with prudence and extend a friendly 
hand to all peoples. 


I ll talk to him. Captain, would you be 
amenable to a treaty and a cultural exchange? 

The Federation will send you Bob Hope, 
Brooke Shields, and New Kids on the Galaxy 
and you send us your top entertainers. 


Captain 


Nam, tahw ouy nicklat tuoba? 


I’m John Severin, 
Ship's Artist. Your 
long-winded 
speeches don’t leave 
me any room to 
draw. 


I don’t think he understands you, Captain 
but then neither do we half the time. 


A logical move, it was one of 
Jim’s favorite bits, the two 
champions engaged in a duel 
to the death. Is Captain 
Discard armed? 


where’s the 
Captain? 


The Hotamalians have 
transported him to the 
planet surface, along 
with their Captain. 


tOngU; 























vV* 


mm 


That’s not possible; the Hotamalians have scattered an 
electromagnetic field around our ship... 


I’m afraid I don’t understand you but if 
you’re looking lor a fight, I'm not 
interested. How about a game of 
Scrabble or 2 debate on our two 
cultures? 


Pm sending a 
spacecraft to 
rescue the 
Captain. 


Yeh, nam, 
emmig evif! 


Nam? Does that mean “man"? Of course 
you speak in reverse!! All we need is a 
mirror and we can converse. 


Man, 

this is cool. 
You can 
dig what 
pm saying 


This is wonderful. Uh. Captain, I don't w'ant to alarm you 
but there’s a Plasticine Entity behind you... 


La Fudge, what’s 
happening down 
there? 


I’m not sure; there are two life forms 
I can see fuzzy shapes. Wait, now 
there are three shapes. 
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I’m picking up a violent turbulence on the planet’s 
surface. There are only two fuzzy shapes now! 


I don’t think 
they're 
going to be 
thrilled. 


He was eaten by the Plasticine Entity, but not before we had a 
splendid talk. Get me the Hotamalian ship. I must tell them the 
good news... 


If the Captain is one of those fuzzy shapes 
transport him back to the ship! 


There’s no 
response! 


Obviously the 
Plasticine Entity 
absorbed the entire 


Captain, there’s no life 
aboard the Hotamalian 


Captain’s l.og, Stardale 40084.5. Attempts to 
communicate with the Hotamalian ship proved 
futile. We believe the Entity ate the crew. 
Naturally, all of this exciting action took place 
off screen, as usual. 


That’s too bad; I 
was looking forward 
to chatting with 


Belay that order! We are going to 
attempt to communicate with the 


Prepare to 
launch 
torpedoes.. 


Captain, I hate to 
interrupt your 
soliloquy, but the 
Entity is 
approaching at 
warp speed!! 


Captain, he did wipe out 
the entire Hotamalian crew. 
I concur with No. 1, he 
should be destroyed? 


It might have had a good 
reason; perhaps it was hungry 
or maybe they dissed him. 
Doo Doo, attempt to establish 
contact with the Entity. 


Captain, may I speak freely? At the Academy, I know 
you were a communications major but don’t you think 
you’re carrying this stuff too far? 


They have lifted the 

rz 

magnetic field. 

































I’m relieving you of all duties, report to your quarters. 
Guinerd, I trust your judgement. You're my new Number 1! 


Chalk up a win for Women’s Lib. 


How do you propose we deal 
with the Entity? 


No problem 






Does that mean inside the digestive 
tract of an Entity? 


Sir, it’s receptive to our signals. I’m picking up 
gravitation impulses. 


Then we 


Special Guest Star Log, Stardate 40084.9. I am not capable of 
emotion but if I were, I’d feel happy. Sanity and logic have finally 
returned to the Exitprize. There indeed is hope for the next 
generation. Beam me aboard, Scotty. 


We have to erase those old movies from Doo Doo’s memory 
bank. Switch to manual readout... 

















PRETZELS REMOVED 
FROM PREMISES 

Sick bay reports that Lt. Jadzia Dax has 
dissolved after coming in contact with a 
salted pretzel. “I warned her,” said 
Quark, whose bar was the sight of the 
tragedy. “I said, ‘Lt. Dax, you drunken 
slug, keep away from the salted pretzels. 
Try the Goldfish instead!' But I guess she 
had one too many Green Leaf Cocktails. 
Now how am I going to get her slime off 
the rug?” 

Security reports negligence charges are 
pending against Quark. 

Lt. Dax after eating the 
salted pretzels in question. 


The “GIVE CAPTAIN PICARD A NEW HAIRSTYLE” CONTEST 



Entries were overwhelming from everyone on the starship! Here are some of the winners! 


THE LUKE - Another 
late 20th century 
inspired 'doo. The 
style gives our 
captain a look that 
says, “I’m hip, I’m 
cool, I’m a 39-year 
old trying to come off 
as a teen!” 


THE KIRK - This 
homage to the very 
first Enterprise 
captain brings back 
old memories. Note 
the richness, the 
fullness, the fakeness ! 


THE RASTA - This 
style was inspired by 
Reggae musicians 
from Earth during the 
late 20th century. It’s 
funky-fresh, mon. 


THE SNOOP 
DOGGY-DOG - Yo, 
mess wit da Gar.gsta 
Cap’tin and you'll be 
the victim of a drive- 
by phasering. 


29 
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S MOST WANTED 


Greetings all. I am Chief Security Officer Odo. The 
following are a list of outer space hooligans who have 
somehow eluded my shape-shifting long-arm-of-the-law 
and may somehow he in your area. 


NAME: Vex 

CRIME: The most annoying being in the universe. 
WHEREABOUTS: Who cares!? Just keep him away 
from me! 

COMMENTS: During my last encounter with this 
creature, he froze me while I lay gelatinous in my 
sleep bucket, and sold me as ODO POPS! Vex is 
such an intergalactic pain in the butt, even Q 
wants him dead! SHOOT TO KILL:.! 


NAME: Oooogg 

CRIME: Intergalactic robbery, alien abduction, 
general ugliness. 

WHEREABOUTS: Last seen on Rhinoplasty-4 
getting a nose job on 3 of his 7 noses to conceal 
his ghastly appearance, (like that’ll work!) 
COMMENTS: This villian has been known to cause 
blindness upon sight. Avert your eyes immediately 
if you happen upon him (unless you are an alien 
being with HO eyes, then you’ll be safe—but, then 
again, how would you be reading this? AGGK!) 


NAME: Venusia Erotica 'war 

CRIME: Universal prostitution, outer space 
lewdness, parking violations. 

WHEREABOUTS: Planet OHBABYBABYBABY 
COMMENTS: Report directly to me upon 
apprehension of this criminal. I will personally 
interrogate the violator. 


NAME: MONGORR 

CRIME: The destruction of 239 planets, 18 star 
systems, 3 galaxies, and a Bar Mitzvah. 
WHEREABOUTS: Last seen eating the planet 
Burrgerr 

COMMENTS: If you see this heinous, evil, nasty, 
destructive, wicked criminal...say that Quark 
thinks he’s a big, fat weenie! (That'll teach the big 
30 eared Ferengi-fool!). 









That’s right! Get every bone- 
busting, cranial-crushing, 
snot-splashing moment 
starring everyone’s favorite 
Klingon! 


a CLRMIFIED SECTION 
UNDER FERENC,I CONTROL 


Once again we have taken 
over this puny column. Fear 
not! You will find valuable 
items listed below! 


SUPER STRETCH GIRDLE. Worn by 
Captain James T. Kirk. Rare antiquel 


NON-FUNCTIONAL GEORDI LA 
FORGE VISOR. Makes a great hair 
headband for girls. 


"I SURVIVED THE CARDASSIAN 
INVASION" t-shirts. Get them now 
before they come back in style- 


USED SPACECRAFT. Needs new 
brakes, headlight, and only plays 
AM radio. Best offer. Call Kirk. 


DILITHIUM CRYSTAL. Normally used 
to power a spaceship...can be used 
for almost anything. CAUTION 
Contact may'cause incredibly painful 
death. Keep out of reach of children, 
teenagers & adults. 


TO RENT: VULCAN LOVE 
COTTAGE. Used only once every 
sever: years. Available for sub-let. 


Subscribe to NCC-1701-D TODAY now and you’ll receive this 

special gift video: 

WORF’S GREATEST HITS! 


“So, that’s where my left sock 
was!” Who could forget this 
poke!? 


So, if you want to read probing articles 
like, “Is Counsellor Troi’s bedroom the 
real final frontier?” or meet fascinating 
people such as the blind, insane barber 
who cuts every Vulcan’s hair, subscribe 
to NCC-1701-D TODAY. All this plus 
WORF’S GREATEST HITS will be 
yours! 

And. if you order 30 minutes ago, vou’ll also get 
‘ENTERPRISE BLOOPERS AND PRACTICAL JOKES!” 
featuring “A Tribble up (he butt” and “Gebrdi gels a 
wedgie.” 

Subscribe to NCC-1701-D TODAY for only 5 bars of gold-pressed 
latinum (slightly higher in Canada). 

MAIL TO: Subscriptions, NCC-1701-D TODAY, Bay 3, Corridor 14, 
Chamber 7 


NAME (MR.. MS., IT) 

CORRIDOR _ 

CHAMBER _ 


Next stop... 
THE BASEMENT! 
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******************* 
Greetings lower life forms. 

I am Q! All powerful, all 
knowing, all annoying! I 
am here to solve your 
sniveling little problems, so 
let's get on with it! 



Dear Q, 

I have this enormous crush on an alien 
femaie who works nexe to me in the 
engine room. How can I tell her that 
I love her? 

OVERHEATED ENSIGN 

Dear Overheated, 

Don't bother. It's obvious that she 
thinks you're a buffoon and a total 
loser. A bit of rope thrown over a 
beam and a wobbly chair should 
solve your problems. Hint, hint. 

Dear Q, 

I want to he a part of the Q continuum. 
How can I get to be omnipotent like 
you 7 

DREAMING OF POWER! 

Dear Dreamer, 

I'm amazed you know what a 
word like "omnipotent" means! I'm 
sorry, the continuum is not a club 
that you can join like The Hair Club 
for Men. Ever think of joining the 
"I Jumped Into a Wormhole Club? " 

Dear Q, 

Can you heip me with ms - . : -■ ~ 

I got a big test tomerrev. 

ENTERPRISE H.G 1 - SC-CC_E r 

Dear High, 

Shouldn't you be drag raci-g your 
shuttlecraft or something 7 Hav e a 
couple of beers ana ce: zz ng! 
Vroom-vroom! 
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“No matter how bad things are ... they can always get worse.” We don’t know if the above is one of 
Murphy’s laws, but if it isn’t it should be. We show you what we mean by taking a quick look at.. ■ 



IN THE 21st CENTURY shopping will be done conve- 
TODAY shopping is one big hassle. niently at home ... unfortunately. 


















TODAY all of our highways are IN THE 21st CENTURY all of our 

clogged with traffic. highways will be completely free of traffic. 



TODAY our city walls are full of un- IN THE 21st CENTURY there won’t be any graffiti on our walls . 

sightly graffiti. mainly because there won't be any walls left standing. 




















Outer space has become so overcrowded by Star I rek spin-offs and rip-offs that the TV networks have 
shifted their focus to a new frontier — the ocean bottom. There's a new sci-fi TV series that takes place 21 
years in the future when many brave hearts will be living and working in the deep, glub, glub, glub. Thes^ 
underwater pioneers are protected by a large state of the art submarine that resembles a giant insect, the — 



sums 


Surrender, vau \ ankec dog! 


Sc, ] m Ciillipan. »_1_: 

Are you here to rescue us? 


Good ink Cointrrmrler Now wt need some 
knly lo captain her. someone with an out¬ 
standing military record and a brilliant, 
scientific mind There is only one man w he 
tils ih.vt description t- 


This j* wha* I gel for depend¬ 
ing on Naval InuTigei-ce, 
Wha do l meet nn tfic r.ext 
island, Robinson Crusoe 1 


Nonaim. i? ii really you 0 I’ve travelled halfway 
around this pa?c te :ell you the the scaPc^t is 
ready and J warn you at her helm ft's not a war 
ship. It’s a scientific research vessel. 


Uut vour wife is dead 


You eel that Tight, 
Napalm, you 

plenty alive, giggle 


Okay. Admiral, i li come with >ou 
;n:d lake a quick look at the snip 
even 1 1 touch vnu, I. and 
millions of TV viewers know lhat 
you re going lo shanghai me into 
taking command of die seaPest 


with the military 








































I object to lhe.se viulenl Karnes. This is 
supposed to be a scientific research vessel. 


> job is to see that this ship is combat ready . Do >ou expect 
men to play t'andyland. Dr Crestfallen? This is basically 

military ship ■■paft j — 


Commander Buick. it s \y 
a scientific vessel! C* 


Admiral, when you so id t 
keeping niission I didn't 
know you meant keeping 
the peace between the 
g* scientists and |—r 

L the sailors. M 


Military 




That’s my work. ITctty 
cool, right? I'm Pukus 
Whallfieheck, the ie>i 
dent teenage genius. 
Wanna play a game of 
Mortal Ki mii bat ? 


Captain, while there aren't any 
icreatuiec* with lumpy 
’foreheads or pointed ears, 
we do have a hologiam 
and a dolphin so I'd say . 
that makes this a politically V 
correct crew. 


I know this is science 
fiction, but New England 
Supcrhowl champs— 
C'inon. give me a break. 


























A renegade sub. 


Now hear this, first we will attack an unarmed civilian facility. 



When the seaPcst comes to 
the rescue we’ll torpedo her 
I planted a virus in her com- 
p puter that will render 
her weapons inoperable. 


Computers? Virus'; 

I miss the good old , 
days when we fired 1 
cannonballs and 
made people walk j 
the plank. 


^Federation Of Oceanic Landlubbers 

An unarmed underwater farming facility. 


This is an unarmed fanning community 
We re being fired on. We need help. 


We never should have j O 


And there are no 
tourists to buy 
our souvenirs. 


Aye, nothing f 

grows here Q 

except seaweed. O 


left Pennsylvania. 




That's a nuclear sub. If it breaks up it 
will cause a major ecological disaster. 


W'e have the renegade sub in sight. Captain. 


Relax, Dr., were carrying 
neutron plasma torpedos. 
They won't harm the ship. 
They just kill the crew. 


Isn't science 
wonderful? 


controls. 
























I have more bad news, Captain. Most of 
the crew has been stricken with a 
mysterious illness. 1 think they may have 
contracted the computer virus. We may 
be making medical history - the first 
known contagious computer virus. 


I've conducted several tests and have 
concluded that it's not a virus. The 
crew is suffering from food poisoning. 
The seaweed salad was contaminated 


That's the good news! 
The bad news is the 

toilets are still 
inoperable. 


ig a message 


Never mind the torpedo. How about the 
toilets? I ate that seaweed salad, too. 


They can l>c flushed 
' manually. 


You're a genius. Pukas. 


1 know. 


Capt., our targeting capability is down. 
We'll be firing our one torpedo blind. 


We'll use Fartwind. 


You mean strap the torpedo 
on my back, let me deliver it. 
and end up dophin sushi? 

No way! - -- 


Yeah, you're right. 
The ASPCA would 
be on our case. 

























What’s wrong, old buddy7 Did you eat 
—-, that salad, loo? 


It'S not organic. Capt. 

Its.. .well, sailors get 
shore leave and have 
Tailhook parties. How 
about me? I have de¬ 
sires just like every¬ 
body else in the Navy. 


I have a surprise for you, Fartwind 
Meet Midshipman Anita Hull. 


Not another 




It won’t happen again. 
I promise. 


Right, I've got something better. 
I rigged up a 900 phone system 
with hologram images. 


Kid, you real I 
arc a genius. 


Hi, my name is Brittany 


1 l, > UU lulling 

Midshipman Hull? p 

I never laid 

miii 

you 

nAr\i 

\ 

All I said \ 

a fin on her. 

vas she had a 

1 K, 1 M 

dect 


great set or dorsals and a L 
i cute tail. 
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FAST FOOD DELIVERY BOY 
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CRACKPOT 


USED UFO SALESMAN 











Which in«» ie made the biggest splash last summer? If you said BATMAN, you're a DRIP! It nas the adventure 
film that was all WET! {Gel it? Splash.,. AH wet?!) Anyway, it scented to us this movie was a watered down 
version of several OTHER sci-fi flicks! It started out swimmingly, but then the plot went off the DEEP END; 

which is why it should’ve been called... - 





TERRY GENTILE submerged scripter 




JOHN P. SEVERIN’ ac|uatic artist 


Something strange is 
out there! 





With all the slop people dump 
in the ocean, Fm not 
surprised! 


ri 


We hit 
something! 



We’re taking on water! Either 
there’s a breach in the hull or the 
Captain's water bed sprung 
a leak! 


Now I (glub glub) 
know why they call 
this a splash panel! 
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Don’t panic! 
Take these 
buckets and 
bail us out! 
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A nuclear sub went down near here and 
the Navy authorized me to use your rig 
and men tor a search and rescue mission! 
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No problem! We 
at Rexxon are 
always willing to 
help out our 
country! 
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Man! Talk about bad luck! 
My first part in a big budget 
movie and I drown during the 
opening credits! 







Rexxon?! This will probably end up being a 
search and destroy mission! 
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My soon-to-be-ex-wife! What are you doing 
here?! 


I saw something! 
YECCCCH" 


We have to get him back 
to the rig! He broke the 
deep sea diver’s first 
rule! 


Guys, don't think of me as a 
woman... I’m an engineer! And 
when you come in from the 
ocean, take off your flippers and 
don’t track plankton on 
my carpets! 


J designed this rig and I'm the only one 
who knows how to operate it! 


Did he forget to 
check his oxygen 
supply? 


\ woman on an o 

bad luck! 


Worse! He barfed with 
his helmet on! 


Especially if you’re 
married to her! 


Deepbore, do you read me? A hurricane knocked over our giant crane 
and it’s heading straight for you! 


He’s in a coma! What happened? 


Too bad you’re not in a 
coma! 


Roger. It just 
arrived! 


Oh no! Keeping trying! I 
want to send out for a 
pizza! 



































Look! 


Isn't it cute? 


I’m in charge here! I was trained at the Captain Queeg Naval School to 
handle situations like this! I'll blow those commies right out of the water! 


Dud! Do 
something! 


Coffin! Put down that 
bomb! Let’s you and m* 
play marbles! 


I get first shoots! 


A KilKE 

WITH 

A NUKE 


That’s gotta be a secret Russian weapon! Those 
commies are gonna slime us! 


I hope you don’t come 
back looking like 
Michael Jackson! 


He fell into the abyss... He won’t be 
setting off any nukes! That’s the good 
news; the bad news is that this 
submersible is leaking badly and we 
only have one diving helmet! 


You use it! The water is so cold I'll freeze and enter 
into a cryogenic state. You can take me to the rig 
and revive me! 


Who arc you calling a 
weiner?! 


Guys, I hate to break up this tender reunion, but you 
have to go down and disarm that nuclear device, Dud! 


Come on, you lazy slob! Get up and make me 
coffee! Engineering is no job for a woman! 
Your place is in the kitchen! 'You’re a weiner! 


It worked! He brought her back to 
life by insulting her! 
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I'M DDL. HEY! THERE'S THE BEATLES 




Dud, are you 
alright?! 


Either he’s hallucinating or he’s 
stumbled into an undersea video 
store! 


Who are you? 
Where are you 
from? 


We’re friendly interstellar extra-terrestrials from 
the planet Spielburg! We’re here to help 
mankind! 


Okay! I cut the wire... the bomb’s disarmed. My 
breathing iluid is almost gone... So long, wife! 


If we did, you would’ve 
been stuck wdth a two 
hour Jacques Cousteau 
special!’ 


If you’re so friendly and helpful, hov 
come you didn’t save that sub at the 
beginning of the story? 


It’s a miracle! 
Look! There’s 
Dud! 


Dud. I learned a valuable lesson from this 
experience... Any marriage, no matter how 
rotten, can be saved! 


The aliens 
emptied the 
ocean bottom! 


Now' here this! You aliens are under 
arrest for littering the harbor surface 
with this junk! 


Right! All it takes is for the wife to die 
and be brought back to life by her 
hubby who then almost drowns and is 
saved by some E.T. rip-offs! It’ll work 
everv time! 




































































































































WRITER 6> ARTIST: MIKE RIC1GLIANO 
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OUR 12-POINT CHECKUP a w SERVICE PLAN 

CHECK ALL BELTS 


CHECK POINTS, PLUGS, COMPLETE SPACECRAFT 

AND PWASERS ' GWOBRICATION 

A p r A CKB C (Aa j 6 ,KTS l 0 LPPS, 0 Xi«ii 5 , 

AMD ZW1K5) 


CHANGE ANTI-FREEZE And 
anti-disintegrate- 


?MSEV5 V 


'■"ZWl’fO 

(SLOOg&Pl 



HOSES and antenna^ 


glass- 



COMPLETE CHU- 
AND BOPlWY FLU!?- 

£HAN<5E 


REPLACE WIPER 
BLADES 
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SPACESHIP TOO NORMAL* LOOKING ? 

LET Up MAKE IT STRAN6SR and UNIDENTIFIABLE .. 



NICE TOUCH 


( TLOSE THE WlNQS. 

"SAINT IT 
FLORESCEnT <SREEt£> 


... ANP APP A LAR6E 

Tuna FISH on top. 


STUCK IN SPACE ? 
JIFFY GL008 TOWING 
15 VERY AFFOGPABLE 

ONLY * S 00 PER MILE 


HAVE YOU HAD YOUR BRAKES CHECKED LATELY’ ? 




: A MUST'AT WARP 6 SPEEDS 
ASK ABOUT OUR 2 FORI SPECIAL I*. 
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“Say, Mel, do you 
happen to know the name 
of the picture they're 
showing aboard the 
flight tonight?” 


drive, Zoltan! 
I know a 
short-cut to 
Saturn!” 
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“I think we’re ^ 
in for big trouble, 
Skipper! We landed 
on somebody's 
rosebushes!” a 


suppose well 
have to invite 
them over to 
our planet 
for dinner’* 


“These guys 
are Americans, 
all right! Their 
ship is made out 
* of plastic!” ^ 
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That’s the ninth set of china 
that's been ruined by those 
underground explosions! 


SASSY SAUCER SOURCE SECTION: 

We all know that flying saucers exist, but what 
are they and where do they come from? To 
help us answer Ihese and other mystifying 
questions, CRACKED gathered a symposium of 
leading flying saucer experts—a group of err¬ 
ing husbands who have seen countless flying 
saucers AND plates hurled at them by angry 
wives. CRACKED proudly reveals all of Ihe 
committee’s conjectures in an article entitled, 
appropriately enough ... 


ALL 


POSSIBILITIES 


Flying saucers are hot rod space ships owned by 
teenagers from other planets. 


Flying saucers are piloted by people who inhabit the center of 
the Earth, and are being disturbed by atomic explosions. 


There’s only one solution 
to Ihe problem! 


What’s that? 


We’ll have to turn the 
planet inside out! 





















Remember, we don’t want to bag 


too many or they'll become extinct 

like that other delicacy- 

the dinosaur! (E^- V 
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i find that Turks are 
Ihe tastiest Earlh 
morsels! 


AMP SEE YOUK 

0£VEL OPF1EM T 
OF F£CO^Yff?F£P 
SURPl'.US SUBSl 
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Flying saucers are 'full of galactic gamblers who bet on Earth’s rat races. 


Flying saucers frequent Earth because humans are known 
throughout space as delicious gourmet delights. 


A lot you know! Have you 
ever had a scrumptious 
Albanian on the half-shell? 



























II signifies the wearer is an 
ignoramus who specializes in 
collecting second-hand unveri¬ 
fied information! 


Flying saucer people are studying Earth the way we 
study a bee hive. They're under orders to return with 
the most intelligent Earth beings •. • 


. . . So far, they've brought back 500 porpoises 
and the original Rin-tin-fin! 





Wamm&i 






Flying saucers are space garbage trucks that are dump' 
ing their planet's excess garbage on Earth. 


Aren’t you ashamed of what 
we’re doing to Earth? 


We’re only 
giving them 
back their own 
medicine! 


... Those Earth guys clutter up 
space with their satellite garbage! 




















Flying saucers are sight-seeing space ships full of visitors 
who come to gape at the Brand M X" planet of the universe. 


I must caution every¬ 
one against sampling 
that vile gook! 


Yeah, it was 38lh 
place in an inter- 
galactic soap contest! 


Ecch! The sight 
of it is enough to 
turn my three 
stomachs! 


We won an all¬ 
expense trip to 
Earth for two! 



Flying saucers are part of zoological expeditions that 
supply the various zoos in outer space with Earth creatures. 


Flying saucer people come to Earth to hide their 
money from their local income tax bureaus. 


their minds! 






































I'm Licutenantt Kelly, (he 
Hujnriin 1 w;=s thriller! 
when ll k Ctnnuaander asked 
n e to go on vacation with 
him to Sar. Tronic/. If only 
ihai stupid TWA pilot 
hadn't gotten lost! 


Like. I'm Commander 
Dylan I’ve already broken 
17 hearts in 2 days, and 1 
nnly had to meet \ alien 
babes to do it' Boy, is space 
anatomy w eird t 


I’m David Jake, the 
Commander'sstm. I've 
always wanted to be like 
rny Dad. Now l know huw 
lie fell while dating 
Brenda. 


I'm Chief of Operation ■* 
Sloe O’Brien, ll* I can figuie 
out all the buttons and levers on 


I’m Dr. Brenda 
Bashir. 1 love my job 
hk the only way 1 
know to cause pain 
and get away with it. 


The end of senior year. A time when most of us say 
goodbye to all those geeks we’ve put ujp with fur four 
years, and finally get on with what our public education 
has prepared us fur: washing dishes! But not the gang at 
Beverly Hills High! Their parents bought them another 
show as a graduation present. So now; wc can be 
revulsed bv their antics on... 


















WRITES: DIRT CHER ARTIST MflOiy J. BRO<jAN 


A nibble 

entered his 

camera shot. 


t ley. ucconliuir 
nose uhots 
wrong with 
llramlon tlir 
I'crengi? 


I'm Security Chief Donna, the Shapeshifter 
Ihcrcs nothing supernatural in what I do. I'm psl 
constantly having plastic surgery pertoimed by a 
race of invisible ci feme tic surgeons fri>m the Alpha 
Rhinoplasty cluster. 


That’s it! The Reach 
Promenade is my bar' 
One more move like 
that, and you're all 
-uuaa herd _ 


I'm Andrea I tie Trill. These 
slug marks around my nock po 
well w-.rh the crows* feel 
around my eyes 


Pulse i> normal. Hfond pressure line. 
Capped teeth are still capped. Ziis 
have cleared up... 


Don't you find 
those tneorders 
are murder on 


your nails? 






















Yep! He may haw broken his arm, cracked a rib, crushed his 
nose, but his hair stayed pretty much in place. But if we don’t get 
some more mousse soon, Commander Dylans a goner! 


Let’s take 
the 

convertible 

Miata 

runabout! 


To the Deep Space Shopping 
Mall for some mousse! 


As the Senate’s leading 
conservative, I abhor 
these mixed-race 
marriages! Yadayada 
yada yada yada! 
And furthermore, 
yada, yada, yada!!! 


twelve- 


You IDIOT! You 
know you have to 
mousse every 6 
hours, or you'll die! 

Brandon, don’t 
you have any 
extra mousse? 

Does it 
look like 

1 use 

mousse?!? 
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Nooooo!!! 


Sorry, Kevin—maybe if you were still 
the cute little runt you were a few years ago. 
you could entertain us as a little R2D2 rip-off. 


I got it! Remember 
Kevin Arnold? His 
hair had been 
FRESHLY 
MOUSSED! 


Kevin ] 

r~r - . .i 

Arnold! f 
What are 
you doing 
here?!?. 

I ve escaped the Planet or the 

2 AM Reruns by stowing away on 
a Nickelodeon mining ship. 

I thought since “The Wonder 

■fears” is dead now', maybe you’d 

have a place for me! 

r....j: 

i Dead? What 1 

5 happened, 
did it run out ; 

1 of mousse? 

No, j 

audience 





1 Hey. if 1 were still the cute little 

I runt I was a few years ago. I’d still 
i have a show! 

i 

We don’t have much 
time left! Commander ^ 

It’s no use. 

We’ve searched 

everywhere. 

Dad, this is very 
important.. 

I when vou croak. 3 

mt wr 


Dylans starting to I 
look like Don King! -1 

and we can t 
find anymore 

| can I have your 1 

a Cl) collection? 1 

A*7 i' 


kmm 

// 

1 s.M 



















































CC0011 


Mail to: Cracked Subs, P.0. Box 114, Rouses Point, NY 12979-0114 



□ 3 Years 

(27 issues) 

for $37.57 




Plus a free 
Cracked T-shirt 

(Actual size! Fits 
XXS midgets) 



□ 2 Years 

(18 issues) 

for $27.67 

Plus a free 
Cracked sports 
bottle (Actual size! 
Holds .0001 pints!) 



□ 1 Year 

(9 Issues) 

for $17.77 

Plus this empty 
black square and 
10% off the 
newsstand price! 


NAME 


□ Check here rf a 


ADDRESS _ 

CITY_ 

STATE_ZIP_AGE 


Outside L'S- li'bii 

SI 9.75 fef 1 year $3575 tor 2 j«s. 

-i 

Z '7: ' V r ’ ' 

or Cnee* :* . : 5-r* 

Please allow 8-10 mesks for 
processing. 
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GREAT MOMENTS 

IK SCIENCE 



^ LOOK PROFESSOR... \ 

OUR new deep sf*ce 

telescope has discovered 
A CELESTIAL MASS 
s. UNSEEN...UNTIL MOW/ 






































